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do, 0 Lord! that; they may be blotted out ? Lord
could 1 only blot them out from my memory,
nothing would be too great; or too much,
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I have thought: of my family this afternoon,
and the happiness awl love with whtrh i wight
return to them. To leave them, tu give up the
idea of living with them again, Can I rnU*r-
tain that idea? Still, I cannot ronreive how I can
engage in business, share the prae tires, and in-
dulge myself with the food and garmenture of
our home and city. To return home, were it pos-
sible forme, would most probably not only stop
my progress, bxit put me back. It is useless for
me to speculate upon my future. Put dependtwe
on the spirit whieh leads me, be faithful to it,
work and leave results to Clod, If the question
should be asked me, whether I would give up my
kindred and business and follow out this spirit
life, or return and enjoy them both, I ruttld not
hesitate, a moment, fort hey would not romp.tre
there would be no room for rhoiee. What I do 1
must: do, for it is not 1 that do it; it in the spirit.
What: that spirit may be in a question I raitnot
answer, What it leads me to do will be the only
evidence of its diameter, 1 feel an intperHoital an
a stranger to it, I ask who are you? Where are
you going to take me? Why mej* Why not someh forgive my sins! what shall Ightiest surges the power that
